FITZWARREN

The wizened man remembered. "Of course. . . Lord
Norton Fitzwarren's attach^. I recall our conversa-
tion perfectly."

"About fox-hunting, I believe."

" Was it ? I cannot recollect that part. We talked of
Princess Barbarov, did we not?"

Willy decided to be diplomatic.

"Ah, indeed/' he observed, darkly.

"And about Lord Norton's chances," continued the
wizened man. "We disagreed, I remember."

The matter, Willy confessed, had escaped him.

"And so Lord Norton is going?" the wizened man
said.

"He has gone."

"H'm. So soon. Recalled, may I ask? "

"At his own request."

The wizened man looked cynically across his nose at
Willy.

"Loyalty," he murmured.   "Very creditable."

Willy explained that he had, in this instance, intended
his remark to be taken as the truth.

"His mission was finished, you see. He didn't come
as a regular Ambassador. There were urgent private
affairs in England he had to attend to------"

"And Princess Barbarov was not kind, perhaps," the
wizened man added, mildly.

Willy shrugged. "That would surely have been a
reason for staying."

"You mean------?"

"He was not used to defeat, Monsieur."

"No. I see." The wizened man clearly considered
that this was quite a point. " And you think," he added,
"that his lordship did suffer defeat? "

"How should I know that?"